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ments in speaking verse to music; it was
she, "the lady in the green cloak/' whom
Moore found at the rehearsals of The
Countess Cathleen murmuring the line,
"Cover it up with a lonely tune/' to the
accompaniment of the psaltery, while the
experienced actress Moore had engaged
strode to and fro like a pantheress. It is of
her and her art that he has written in his
essays and autobiographies; it is she upon
whom he calls thirty years later, in All
Souls' Night, when in a mood of grave
ecstasy he feels the need of a mind freed
from all earthly calls outside its own
pondering:

On Florence Emery I call the next,

Who finding the first wrinkles on a face

Admired and beautiful,

And knowing that the future would be vexed

With 'minished beauty, multiplied commonplace,

Preferred to teach a school,

Away from neighbour or friend

Among dark skins, and there

Permit foul years to wear

Hidden from eyesight to the unnoticed end.